THE 


GOLD-FINCH 


/ 


AND THE 


WRENNE 


The Gold-finch, The Gotd-finch. | 

e little hed] j _ for to feare, Alacke l doe you ſee, he comes with a Gun, 
Gardner uow will ſure teke us, It's no boot for me for to ſtay; 
ne, Ile away, I will not ſtay here, | He remembers what hurt I often have done, 
6 all Birds doe forſake us. Therefore I will now flye away. 


The Wres. f 

that is the matter ? why are you afraid 7 
now be gone of the ſpurre ? i 
not til follow the game you have plaid? 
de ſhift to geine a demurre. 


The Wren. 

1 1 will onely run to the bottome of che hedge, 
And there I will lye and be quiet, | 
Ifany doe dr inke to me I will pledge, 

And content me as others dot dy ct. 


A The Gold-finch, The Gold- uch. 
bl mY ſure are faulty as J 3 s | Farewell, lictle #rex, if I ſee theeno more, 
og —— in the groun Aby. For now my life is in danger, 

are J am gone * 2 Ys | Rather then dye where I ſung oft before, 

full, yet are you net found. J now will goe ſing with ſome ſtranger. 
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77 The Wres, 3 
Vers are gay, you are preſently ſcene, | 
of arc I am not ſo ſhye; 


4 4+. 


The wren. 

The Gola-finch is fled, and yet El 

a fine hew where the ſea is as greene, And kope to abide and endurc, — 
bore is as cleare as the skye- What a pittifull end is this of his pride? 

= Could he finde our no other cure? 

be Geld-fench. | | Theſe Guns are peſtilent things indeed 

ted in the Garden begins for to ſprout, | To be charged with powder and ſhot, 

Eelently you doe eſpie it, They kill and barter, and make the fleſh bleed, 
her will leave till you ha rooted it out, This poweer's a pittifull plot. 
dhe be preſent there by it. But whitker“s he flowne ; will he eome no mere 
25 Into this garden againe i 


5} The Wren. In woods,or in medowes or barnes will he rore 
Wi yeur fine feathers, yer I am as far, Or will he abide ia ſore lane: 
| In ag pood liking as you, But yet for all chat Icould vow willi that 7 
= men you have flowne, yet ſtill ] have ſat, i Werc gone too, hut now tis tos late, 
WFtfearcfull to heare the Cat mew. | Becauſe 7 doe feare he will me ef PY> 
| And give me a ſhor at my pate: 
| The Gold-ſixch. However, Ile hide meas well as I can, 
Il. you and I both have cate many a ſced, And be as ſtill as 7 may, 
d peckt up here many a praine. | may be the ſtorme will be over anan, 


the Gardner caſt in the ground to breed, Thea againe to the ſpoile Ile away. 
4 never could ſee it againe. 


FF NT 
% The Wren. f * 
no matter for him ſo we have our food. 

y ſhould we care for another - 


care for our ſelves and bring up our brood, f 
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